These pieces of writing and the corresponding collection of objects were born out of what was supposed to be a traditional qualitative research project. At the transcription stage, I got caught.
Lingering in the infinite betweenness allows for entangled and exciting and anxiety producing relations. Though I might have thought at one time that my research could be cleanly separated out from my life, the past year and a half have made that painfully unthinkable. I have been remade through this research and continue to ask questions because of it that will perpetually remake me.
This remaking has often gone unnoticed by me as it was happening. I have at times looked back and thought how did I get here. Liminal is defined as "of, relating to, or situated at a sensory threshold: barely perceptible or capable of eliciting a response" and "of, relating to, or being an intermediate state, phase, or condition" ("Liminal", n.d.) . Sometimes (maybe most times) I didn't know what I was between, but this (re)search was always and is still between art and science, truth and fiction, researcher and friend, and and and. There are no recognizable borders between these pairs. I construct them as I go, and they morph. Perhaps, I feel them, at times, barely.
I think of transcription as operating in the liminal. I consider with Benozzo, Bell and Koro-Ljunberg (2013) that "perhaps data is less an object than a passage between objects" (p. 310), not a seeking to get from one object to the other, but the moving about in the betweenness.
I intend for this paper to be read as an intermediate state, not a final anything, but a thinking space between. As a reader, I invite you to interact with objects that you will encounter below. I hope that you will consider them as objects at "a sensory threshold" that perhaps will elicit a response. Perhaps, you will move through them in a linear fashion, perhaps you will skip Teasing Transcription: Iterations in the Liminal Space between Voice and Text 4 some or many of them if they do not move you. Perhaps they will remake you in some way. I hope that you will linger on some, a "minor form of doing" (Manning, 2015, p. 62) Jackson & Mazzai, 2008; Lapadat & Lindsay, 1999; Roulston, 2010) . Some have questioned the rigor and accountability in transcription processes. Poland (1995) wondered about the trustworthiness of transcriptions and drew attention to "errors" in verbatim transcriptions while acknowledging transcription as interpretive. Bucholtz (2000) described transcriptions as, "representational insofar as they offer a version of events and a portrait of the participants in those events" (p.1444). For, Bucholtz the "interpretation of a recording cannot be neutral; it always has a point of view" (p. 1441). Bird (2005) describes the transcriber as "a social and political being; [and] any act of transcription produced by such a being must of consequence be subjective" (p. 227-228) . She also encouraged more attention to how qualitative researchers conform to conventions and directly address and acknowledge transcription as a crucial part of data analysis and interpretation. It is clear that within the field of qualitative research, the complexity of transcription has been acknowledged, and transcription is recognized as a political and interpretive act of representation, yet it is still tempting to take up and use transcribed texts as placeholders for truth. Without attention and intention, the intermediate and interpretive status of transcriptions is easily forgotten.
With alternative representations and a foregoing of conventions, the interpretive status of transcription has been brought into focus. A poetic representation cannot be mistaken for truth because it does not attempt to take a stable form. Richardson (1997) wrote of her work with poetry to represent participant talk, by violating the conventions of how sociological interviews are written up, those conventions are uncovered as choices authors make, not rules for writing truths. The poetic form, moreover, because it plays with connotative structures and literary devices to convey meaning, commends itself to multiple and open readings in ways that straight sociological prose does not... Knowledge is thus metaphored and experienced as prismatic, partial, and positional, rather than singular, total and univocal. (p. 142-143) In this paper, I intend to produce knowledge that is partial and prismatic. Knowledge that admits its failures and opens up new ways of thinking. Manning (2016) wrote, "poetry facilitates an opening onto the as-yet-unparsed. It moves with the as-yet-uninhibited, finding ways to bring to composition the force-of-form. In this way, it does exactly the opposite of chunking-it hinges back to the field" (p. 161). The working of the liminal does not strive to define the edges or borders, it strives to complicate the middle, to keep it complex and uncertain, not pulled too much to one side or the other, or the other. 
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There are only ten minutes between conference sessions at ICQI. A small space in time. I know it will be too tight. I have ten rolls of paper 2 , ten portraits, ten orange labels. I push the desks away from the wall, then pull one back and stand on it.
I stretch up and tab a piece of tape at the top of the roll and let it drop. It unfurls to the floor and rolls until it hits a chair leg. The next one falls into the chair and then rolls over it and onto the 2 The ten scrolls of paper were the ten iterations of the interview transcript that were produced through this process: covered. The wireless speaker with the music, the words in front of me and in my head, the people, the haphazard chairs, splayed about, the too cold room. I was distracted by the music. It was so un-rhythmic and then suddenly rhythmic. It was jarring to hear the music that was created to re-present my conversation. I couldn't help but think of him, headphones on in his office chair, playing me then. And here I was now, playing me. Standing in front of this audience. Is that how I sound? How do I sound? I struggled to talk over/with/around the music originally created to speak to an intimate conversation, a one on one conversation, not a talk like this. All my words,
her words, our bodies, absent; and all their faces staring back. The mandolin hung in the air, haunting.
(a communion wafer melts, bland on my tongue)
After the session, they all walked over to the stuff on the wall. Reaching out and touching it tentatively, gently, as though it were precious. I hadn't treated it that way necessarily…. Were they drawn? What mattered in it/of it? Was it my talk that made them interested, or the stuff of the intra-action? Did they feel obliged to attend to it because I had put it up? Did they gaze out of obligation or responsibility or interest?
(finger reaches hesitantly for golden thread) (a slight shift of the shoulders)
The crisis of representation is not new (Denzin & Lincoln, 1994) . In a conversation that took place between Deleuze and Foucault in 1972-and was later transcribed by Donald Bouchard--Deleuze says, "representation no longer exists" (Kay, 2006, para 4) . St. Pierre says of traditional research methods, "Words become quasi numbers," "brute data," (St. Pierre, 2013, p. 224) . I posit words are at times more brutal than numbers because of their pretending.
The original transcription was from a study that I conducted as part of the requirements for Qualitative
Research Methods 2 and 3. I broke all the rules. 4 I went to a school I knew well. I interviewed a friend. (soft laughter slips through a smile, she tilts her head) I'll tell you a story of Shelia, my first participant, my friend. I have the interview guide in my hands. As I look at the her, I want to keep her safe to protect her, yet I need to take from her, her data, her words. I am awkward and apologetic. I take notes here and there of things I want to come back to, threads I want to pull. While simultaneously, I also look to the interview guide to make sure that I get everything I came for, to make sure I finished. I resist this in principle, yet I enact it. I am between versions of myself as researcher-who I am supposed to be, who I think I should be. I am uncomfortable.
(lips against glass, tannins on my tongue)
As I typed up the first interview, I was a couple hours in when I looked back up at the rough text. I was using InqScribe, which allows me to slow down the playback to 60%. What am I missing of the other 40%? Our voices are elongated and strange. I still can't keep up with the typing.
There are two panels, one with the controls for the playback and the other a plain box where the text sits. In that box, there were these piles of letters chunked together. As I listened to Shelia's voice, that didn't seem right. It didn't match 5 the cadence, the rhythm of the talk, so I started using the enter key to break up the text along with her rhythms, her pauses, her enunciations. It 
(an intake of breath)
There are reverberations of qualitative textbooks playing in my mind.
Be a good researcher. Write it down word for word. Get the thick description. Don't stray from the interview guide, don't talk too much, don't give it away. Capture it, and bring it home, a trophy from another era.
Some nagging question (s):

No. 4-When does a sound become a sound? Hot mess (sound transcription from audio of interview). This image shows the original audio on the right and the recording produced by Denis on the left.
How much is in the spaces between words, in the glance, the sigh, the silent swallowing of thoughts too dangerous to say?
And what can we show, how do we make it matter?
(a small plastic toy held out in a child's hand, an offer for being seen)
I wondered, what other ways could this look? Unsurprisingly, I did not at first think, how else could this sound (Daza & Gershon, 2015) ? I did think in multiples, in iterations. I wanted to stretch this data to its limit. To produce it beyond containment.
"What we take to be graphics, sounds, and motion in our screen world is merely a thin skin under which resided miles and miles of language" (Goldsmith, 2011, p.16 (Goldsmith, 2011, p. 32) I wondered if I had gone too far?
And, I thought with Goldsmith, "How can we discard something that might in another configuration be extremely valuable? As a result, we become hoarders of data hoping that at some point we'll have a "use" for it" (Goldsmith, 2011, p. 29) I was hoarding this new "data," stacking it up around me. I was trying to be productive, useful.
Create something. Make something. When I ran out of things to make, or I got tired of making, or I ran out of ideas, like a good academic, I turned to theory, to literature, to others who had thought this before me, worked it… have an infinite expansiveness of ways to think it and be her.
(interlude on lines)
i am squinting at the light all around illuminating something, but always the wrong things 6 The fragile art of time is compelling for me to think with. I wonder how this paper would have looked if I hadn't broken my leg. Twelve weeks on crutches forced me to linger with this project, this thinking. It slowed me down, made me attend differently. What did that accident do to not just shift the timeline of my work on this paper, but also the way I thought myself? How does the publishing of this paper fix it, freeze it (and me as author), in some way out of time? A pragmatics of the useless is dedicated to uselessness, to practices that have not yet been defined in accordance to value imposed from the outside. A pragmatics of the useless celebrates the fact that we do not know where a thought can take us. It delights in study for study 's sake. (p. 206) 22 I asked him, "Are you having fun?" I want it not to be work, this creation. He smiled. It was a gift, he said, to be invited to play. We talked about the work. He explained that one drum side was me, one was her 7 . (He was representing then-the pull is strong.) He noticed while listening that when she began to talk there was a particular rhythm, a thinking and pondering that was slow-then explaining that was fast, and then a hesitation, another slowness around serious topics like Ebola and Michael Brown.
I think the clash of symbol sounds too harsh. He's not getting it right. What instrument should represent me? How could you choose that one? 8 Now, I am participant, object of study, subjected to the whims of the interpreter. Then, it sounds right-perfect, after I get used to it. It has become 7 Though I was trying to think representation differently and to trouble it. It kept coming back to me. Sneaking up on me. One drum was her. One was me. 8 There I am pulled into old ways. This text was a journal entry written as Denis listened to the recording and played along. There was nothing for me to do while he worked, so I wrote. In rereading these words, I note my desire to be represented accurately-to be seen for who I am/was. Though I have been taught to resist essentialized and humanist versions of the self, I
still have the desire to be seen, noticed, attended to-in ways that align with how I see myself-or perhaps more accurately how I see myself becoming. Louder now. Is that his confidence building or the interview gaining momentum?
Violin/mandolin is the most complex voice, the most nuanced.
So, how can it, might it speak for us? Soft and wordless. Wordless and emotive-whispering, shouting, being heard. Crying, calling.
He listened with drums and mandolin and then watched with symbol-and listened-played to the spikes on the screen-the technology told him when to play-when to strike versus our voices.
He said, "I started to try to repeat it back, to play after your voices to echo them, then I just started to play with you all in a space of creation."
(almost silent tears in the dark music venue)
I did not intend to go down this road, to produce all this stuff, and yet I did. Was that reasonable, scholarly? How did this exploration, this play, function in my thinking/researching? How might it function for you as reader/listener? In considering how to make a better representation, or whether to make one at all, and seeking some other kinds of truth or ways of knowing, I fear I lost the participant completely. Perhaps this is the point, since she could never be represented fully. She is always already lost to me. And the representations have always already failed.
I am not the only one who has lost data:
"Maybe we lost the data altogether or data has already moved elsewhere, becoming full of new silences, secrets, and splinters, losing the reader and misleading the creator" (Benozzo, Bell, & Koro-Ljungberg, 2013, p. 315) and data is not the only thing I have lost over the course this study. So, what do I hope that this work will do? Make evident (again-differently) the messiness that's absent from a neat transcription page. Make more evident-the always entangled and material intra-action between researcher/participant/text/machine/technology.
(chin touches shoulder) of conceptual invention" (Manning, 2016, p. 24) or does it just refuse to know? I don't quite say what I want you to think after reading this. I cling to the refusal to know as a productive stance and space. I situate myself in the infinite liminal, the being inbetween.
To not know does not mean that I refuse responsibility. Quite the opposite, in the liminal, I cannot resort to categories or counts or easy slotting.
"Responsibility is not a calculation to be performed. It is a relation always already integral to the world's ongoing intra-active becoming and not-becoming. It is an iterative (re)opening up to, an enabling of responsiveness. Not through the realization of some existing possibility, but through the iterative reworking of im/possibility, an ongoing rupturing, a crosscutting of topological reconfiguring of the space of response-ability." (Barad, 2010, p. 265-266) In the liminal, I have to operate in relation. I delight in relation for relation's sake. I do not know where it/I will take me/it. This paper is not meant to provide a procedure for better transcription. In this project, I have teased transcription-played around with it, stretched it this way and that, re-turned it. I have worked to unthink what it is and think its possibilities. My hope is that you might re-turn these pieces of writing, the objects, the images. I hope you found places/spaces/ideas/concepts to linger with. I do not produce this paper hoping it will take you to a particular place-I produce this paper knowing that I cannot know where it might take you and perhaps I have no answers to give, but questions and objects to think with to "study for study's sake" and be delighted (Manning, 2015, p. 206) .
